In this Gianettino scented a reflection upon himself. "One day,'*
he prophesied, "your self-sufficiency will lead you to an evil end.
And this may be that day."
**Or it may not. But what is written is written, as the enemy
would say.*'
"You have my good wishes," said Gianettino with a bow that was
a valediction. Then, ordering his trumpets to sound the advance, he
departed with his force.
Prospero marched his men through the ditch at the foot of the
ramparts and round to the locked gates. A dozen powder-flasks were
emptied under it, fused and fired. What remained of the timbers
were shattered by a ram improvised from a bundle of pikes and
propelled by a half-dozen of his strongest men.
There was no trap. It was exactly eas Prospero expected. They
came into a courtyard empty of troops! From behind a bolted and
padlocked door, the chorus crying for deliverance continued to sum-
mon them. To break down that door was an easy matter, and out
into the blazing sunlight of the courtyard, in the wake of an intolerable
stench, poured a human torrent whose almost naked members laughed
and wept as they flung their arms about the necks of their deliverers.
All were men, unkempt of hair and beard, verminous and unutterably
filthy. Many of them were fettered, some were hideously mutilated,
and there was scarcely a back that did not show the marks of the rods
that had lacerated the tanned flesh.
Prospero watched their piteous antics for a while in compassion
mingled with anger against those who had reduced these Christian
men, many of them gently bred, to a degradation such as no dumb
beasts could ever know. In all nearly nine hundred of them, of all
ages, classes and nationalities, had been herded into that bagnio and
locked in on the first approach of the Imperial fleet, in darkness and
in a closeness that was in itself a torment.
For some time he left the ragged wretches to dance and scream
and rattle their chains in a glee that was animal and horrible. They
pranced and leapt about their deliverers, rejoicing as dogs rejoice in
being loosed from confinement. Presently, however, he set about
bringing some order into that crazy multitude. With implements
brought from sheds and workshops into which his men had broken,
manacles and leg-irons were knocked off the more heavily fettered.
Then he formed them into ranks and with half his troop for vanguard
and the other half to cover his rear, he marched them out of that place
of horror and down to the mole and the moorings where a half-dozen
galleys waited.
By far the greater number was glad enough to go. But with others
there was trouble. Many among the more lusty and vigorous clamoured
to make vengeance upon their captors and tormentors the first object
of their newly acquired liberty. At the outset Prospero sought to
contain them by force. But relaxing this after a while and yielding
to a furious, ungratefiil insistence that to thwart them was to replace
one form of slavery by another, he suffered perhaps a hundred of them
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